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land-pirate is quite enraged. This time he is ten times more
exacting: the Templar must purchase life at a dearer cost:
lie must blaspheme his God, he must spit upon the Cross, and
he must marry Fatana into the bargain. As a last argument
to save the Christian, the lady draws her dagger; every one
has the little professional tool at hand in this family. If the
sword falls on his throat, the dagger enters the heart. Once
more the order for his death is countermanded, and the fourth
act is brought to a close.
It must be confessed the poor Old Man of the Mountain
has some trouble to get his only daughter off his hands- She
is a great deal more obstinate than her father. She will take
none other for her husband than the Christian, who, en his
side, can't make up his mind if he will take her: at first he
won't, then he will, then again he won't, then again he will,
and at last he is not quite sure whether he will or he won't.
The doubt is cut short by Isviael, who comes to besiege the
fortress; the Templar sallies forth in defense, conquers the
foe, is mortally wounded, and brought in to die, Fatima falls
dead by his side, and the curtain drops. It really is quite a
relief to see the perplexed old man rid of his two troublesome
sons-in-la\v, bet ween .whom he keeps his daughter going back-
ward and forward like a shuttlecock during five acts, while
he is himself in hot water all the time.
li Le Yieux de la Montagne" was performed but twice. The
failure was too complete to permit of any fresh attempt hi it,
and Mademoiselle Eachel was fain to seek consolation in the
old repertoire.
On the fifth of the following month the Theatre Fran-
c/ais revived " Athalie." The cast was as good as it possibly
could be in the dearth of tragic actors the theatre was then
suffering. Ligier, who had seen Talma in his great part of
the high-priest, and had retained some of his fine traits, was
really a good Joas, Beanvellet played Aimer, Mademoiselle
Rachel Atltalie, and her little sister Dinah the child-king of
the Jews. Unfortunately, her choice of this play again proved
want of judgment; not, indeed, because the play itself was
poor—none could be finer—but that the actress was far too
young. To remove this objection Mademoiselle Eachel had

